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Summary:
The future is too long for someone like Ashley, and freedom means too many things, and too many opportunities for Andrew to slip away from her. But that vision did show her a way to keep him around, and hopefully forever. But things might take a turn in a new direction, but certainly not a bad direction...
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Chapter Text
....………………. Welp.

Ashley’s eyes peeled themselves open suffering from the blear of just having woken up, the fogginess of the ceiling was painted in silvery shades and unfocused darkness that told her the moon was still out there somewhere. However, the dryness of her eyes couldn’t exactly compare to the other sensations she was feeling swimming inside her right now. Her chest grew tight almost as if her lungs were crushing her heart from both sides and heat pooled at her core, her muscles clenching around nothing in particular… and how upset they were for that lack of something. She bit her lip and was glad at the fact that she wasn’t drooling, no matter how appealing what she had seen was, she couldn’t fucking show it.

With all her muscles aching and throbbing, reaching out in want, Ashley realized that she was still holding Andrew’s hand. Fallen asleep together and for however long that dream, no, vision, was, they hadn’t let go. Even unconscious, they would always be together. Above all that, more so than anything else, she needed that to be true. 

No matter what.

Fuck it. After everything that had happened, freedom meant too many things, but there was only one answer that could possibly be the right one. Andrew was hers and now was the time to make that fact inescapable. It didn’t matter what happened, the ends justified the means. Anything could be faced together so long as they were together She just had to make sure that despite whatever happened that he would always be around. 

Always around.

And the vision did show Ashley one way to keep Andrew around. She sucked in a deep breath, doing what she could to keep it as inconspicuous as possible. Mask on and wiping a grin off of her face, she turned her head to the side to look at Andrew's face, sleeping or awake, and she wondered if he saw it too.

“....………………..……………………” Andrew’s hand covered his mouth, at least that part of his expression couldn’t be read, but the rest might as well have been a neon sign in the middle of a desert at night. His pale skin flushed and red, his breathing was rapid but small, like he was trying to hide it, his eyes wide open showing no signs of that draining drowsiness that Ashley had woken up with, and his pupils dilated small and tight. God, his reactions were so adorable, whether angry, sad, or shocked, it didn’t matter, they were all snacks to her. And after their new dietary habits, was it really so weird to want to eat him up too? But it seemed as though she had her answer:

Mayhaps.

“O-oh shit!! You’re awake!!” Andrew’s head whipped towards Ashley and pulled his hand away from where they were held together. His hands pulled up defensively as if he was trying to make space, to put up some kind of resistance. Trying to hide the fact that something in him had done more than just simply wake up. He was always the dutiful brother, always the moral anchor, always the one with the sensibility and ability to prevent the crushing weight of consequences from hitting them. He couldn’t let her know just how much the implications of their flirting disguised as familial banter made him want for more. He could already hear how the teasing would go and the ideas spilling out of control.

Ashley couldn’t help but feel a pang of loss strike in her chest like the discordant gong of a bell watching him recoil. Well, two could play at this game. Inside her heart, Ashley felt something smile at the thought of the challenge of pulling it all down, just like she had always done since forever and would do forever. 

Definitely forever.

“Well hello to you too,” Ashley said. The more impatient side of her wanted to just grab the smartass, pull him in, and never let go. But she had learned her ways around him. Better to just play it off for now until the right time…

“Uhh, yeah…. Good morning… Or evening, I guess. Whatever...” Andrew’s eyes shifted away from Ashley’s own, locked on and focused on him. He made himself smaller under the intensity of the gaze. He felt as if he were being dissected by her as if she were digging for the truth that he was just like her and not a normal, conforming person of society.

Ashley’s heart hitched at the excitement of her commitment but she wouldn’t fucking dare to let her breath do the same. Playing along, she darted her eyes down and asked, fishing for information, “Right. So hey, did you get a vision?”

“.………. P-probably not.”

Ashley felt a sinister little smile bloom in her chest. Not just from his reactions, which were always so delicious, but from his failure of wordplay. It’d be a bit of a gamble, but it seemed so obvious and she definitely had enough of an idea of how this talisman worked. Pouncing like a cat on prey, “Really? Do you see dreams like that a lot then?”

“I DON’T!!!” Andrew jumped off of the bed. He had to get away. He knew where this would lead and he couldn’t take the teasing and definitely not the implications that were sure to follow.

“BhwaH haH!! So you did see it!” Ashley sat up on her knees, crawling ever so slightly forward towards Andrew. The thought that he could get away was blisteringly sweet.

“. .. . …. . . . .. . .” Andrew, knowing just how much Ashley fed herself off of his reactions, covered his face with his hands to hide. Of course, he knew just how much she drank this up. It was the perfect drug for her and she had been taking it since they were just kids.

Ashley’s heart elated, it was already ravenous and now there was blood in the water, the tantalizing taste of more to come. “Quite the vision, huh? Big brother??” She watched as Andrew pulled his hands away from his face, expression agitated. All according to plan, she mused and she willed herself not to bite her lips.

Not just yet. 

Andrew jumped behind whatever verbal shield he could toss up, “That was not a vision!! The demon is messing with us! Y-yeah! That’s it…. That’s just it. It’s because we tried to be cheap and get two visions for the price of one. So it gave us a fake vision instead! That’s the only explanation that makes sense.” Andrew tried to reason with not just Ashley, but maybe even himself. Three months in quarantine with his sister where he couldn’t so much as take a piss without her knowing had gotten him more pent up than he might like to admit. The way that he lingered at her soft touches from his forehead down to his lips, to the way that he had begun unconsciously leaving his own lingering touches around the curve of her legs, and the way his breath caught when he looked for maybe just a little too long, hoping that she never noticed.

“Oh please….” Ashley pouted at his intellectualizing ass. He was always too smart for his own good. But now he was just explaining things away as a pitiful defense. And Hell would sooner freeze over before she let that dumb, smart blob of grey matter get a win over her.

“I mean it is your trinket. Clearly, you were right and I wasn’t supposed to use it.”

“Sure, sure. Keep selling it, I’m totally buying.”

“Screw you!”

“Yeah, you just might,” Ashley said, trying not to let too much of how she really felt, how much she actually wanted, slip between the grin on her face.

“Fuck off! Do you honestly think that!?!?” Andrew said with a little stamp on the floor. He was indignant. He was desperate. Doing what he could to keep up the air of disgust over the line that could never be crossed because someone had to be the sane one.

“HahHAhahhHA!!” I don’t know. You tell me.”

“..………….. Listen here, you…”

Ashley turned sarcastic, “Fucking spare me, I don’t wanna hear it. You just helped me desecrate our parents’ corpses, yet getting laid is what you’re freaking out about??”

“No one got laid!!”

“And you keep telling me I’m messed up… What a joke.”

Andrew sank down onto the bed, his hands rising up to either side of his face and sliding between the curls of his hair. His expression strained and stressed, “. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ………..…….. We’re not like that, are we?” He turned around slightly to look back at Ashley, trying weakly for a sardonic smile of some kind, that this was all some sick kind of joke. He needed this to drop. To have a reason to just say no.

“I don’t know.” Ashley needed more information from Andrew. Maybe a change in approach because, unlike the other puzzles, this Andy puzzle wasn’t making any progress.

“. .. .. . . … . .. . .. . You just come off that way sometimes…”

“Huh???? How so??”

“A tad jealous.”

“Oh dear. What’s that? Wishful thinking??” Ashley pressed her lips together in a sarcastic pucker, desperate to push the right buttons that might get Andrew to push himself against it. Soon, it had to be soon.

“Tell that to my ex…”

Ashley felt another emotion light inside her that immediately burned away the desperate neediness that she was feeling in her loins. Andrew really had to fucking mention his ex. Sure! He was right, but he couldn’t know that. And her mind wasn’t equipped right now to handle the calculus of working Andy out of him, needing him, and now being jealous over this ex. “Let’s not pretend you don’t have a bit of a jealous streak yourself,” she tried to spin this back on him. This was getting out of her hands.

“Now that’s wishful thinking,” Andrew lied. Honestly, it was something of a blessing that Ashley’s personality scared away so many boys. Always clung to him, he never had to worry about what would happen. She’d get pregnant with some random guy over his dead body.

“Fat chance. Get over yourself,” Ashley’s heart clenched and this time it wasn’t for any good reasons. Why? Why not? Why not be jealous over her? Sure, he could be lying, it isn’t beyond him to lie! But if he was telling the truth, then why? Why would it be so hard? Why would it be so bad? Why would he not want to want her? But she couldn’t let that show on her face, she didn’t. She needed this to get back on tracks that she could control. She needed leverage, the kind that had always worked on him in the past and made him twist around her fingers. She needed to win. She needed Andy.

“..……………… “ Andrew let out a deep sigh, “I don’t think I need to ask you this, but let me anyway… It’s never gonna come to that, right? You and me?”

The perfect chance! “Never say never, Andrew my dear!”

“Oh my fucking god!”

“HAHAHAHAH!!!”

“It’s not funny! Don’t joke about this!!”

“Why? Am I getting your hopes up?? Or maybe something else? HaHAHahah!!!” This was exactly what Ashley needed. Just keep him here and like this, trapped down, don’t give him time to think, just bombard him until there’s nothing he can say and nowhere he can go. “Say, did that vision get you--”

“I’m out of here!!” Andrew shot up from the bed and tried to make for the door. He just had to get away, the best way to shut this down was space and time. Give her space and time to forget and move on with that characteristically bad memory and never revisit the conversation again.

Ashley felt her heart slip from between her lungs and shoot straight into the pit of her stomach with enough force to propel herself forward. She grabbed onto him from behind, wrapping her arms around his neck, doing what she could to prevent him from leaving. 

Anything but leave.

Ashley leaned into him like he would turn into mist in her arms and whispered into his ear, “... Why is this such a massive issue to you?? We’ve done way worse things together… I honestly figured it would happen eventually…”

Andrew stood still, frozen in place both by his sister’s arms and her words. Muttering, “Why, why, why, why, why are you like this?? Why would you say this?? Why would you think this?!?” He dropped his head down like it had suddenly gained an extra ten pounds, kept up only by Ashley’s arms.

“I--? Wow…. What a landmine, huh?” Ashley recoiled slightly but couldn’t bring herself to undo her arms around Andrew’s neck, turning herself into a necklace. She wished she could do just that and have him never take her off. She just couldn’t stop her words from dripping with the disappointment of expectations let fall through the fucking floor. Not just expectations. But what did this mean about everything else? Would he up and leave the moment this was all said and done? If that were the case, would she ever want “this” to be “done?” Andrew was slipping through her fingers like water. She wanted to be wanted. She wanted Andy. Andy would never do this to her. She wished that they had never left their apartment, she would rather have died of starvation in there with Andy than this right now. At least then, they would still be together and she never would have had to feel this… pain.

“.………………. Well… Yeah?” Andrew’s voice pitched in a questioning tone, as if the answer should have been obvious, as if it didn’t need to be said because of how obvious it is; desperately using the tone to hide how he, himself, felt. It wasn’t right and he had to be right, to be good for her. He leaned his body back and let himself back down onto the bed. “Aaaaah, forget this! Forget this whole thing!” If he couldn’t leave, he would try to dismiss it here and now but she wouldn’t budge.

Ashley gripped a little tighter around Andrew, too scared to let him go. “.......... It’s just… you’re a little different lately, Andy…”

Andrew took a breath. “What? Am I no fun anymore?” He didn’t sound offended, he just wondered where this all came from. Maybe something to untangle and they could both move on like this wasn’t a thing. He could live with that. He wanted to have that deniability.

“No, it’s… More like-….” Ashley muttered, speaking into Andrew’s skin. “Andy’s all grown up now and doesn’t need me anymore…”

Andrew leaned his head all the way back, resting his head on Ashley’s body just like she was doing to him. “Andy’s dead. I don’t think he needs anything.”

“I just want to feel… secure. Every floozy that comes around and you’re ready to leave…”

“That’s not me leaving you. You can trust me. You trusted me today. You don’t need to come up with some crisis the moment I’m supposed to meet up with someone.”

Ashley pulled her arms tighter around Andrew, dragging him back and herself forward until they were pressed against each other. “I do trust you. I don’t trust them. I’m the one who’s always protected you, Andy. I’ve always been the one who’s been at your side. I’m the reason that you can sleep at night when you have nightmares. I’d never leave you like everyone else has.”

Andrew stood up and shed Ashley’s arms from around his neck and shoulders like one would let water fall from themselves. He turned around and grabbed her with a tender touch by the shoulders and pushed her backward, sprawling her across the bed. Her legs splayed and he moved between them. His locks of heavy, dark hair draped around his eyes as he stared into her own, boring into her so that she couldn’t look away. Not that she would want to. His breath caught at the sight of her. “You know,” his words were soft and caring but they carried the hidden sharpness of a knife behind them, “You’re the reason for those nightmares. For those things.” He loved her, he really did, but it was also the truth.

Ashley’s heart gripped. She knew that was coming. She’d have to be stupid, even more stupid than what Andrew usually teased her with, to have not seen it coming. “I just want it to be the two of us. If it’s not that then forget it all. I wished you loved me with half the heart that I love you with.” She placed her hands against the fabric of his sweater, pressing into his chest, trying to begin reaching under it. In her mind, she bit at the thought of what she had said to a loose-lipped whore.

“DO YOU THINK YOU’RE BETTER THAN ME!? Just because you can fuck him and I can’t?” To fuck him, Ashley thought, knew, believed, was the most perfect and ultimate act of love. She could give that to him. Be that for him. She cursed at the fact that she loved a boy that couldn’t love her back.

“We can’t. It’s not right,” Andrew said. His voice sounded as if someone had chained boulders to its legs. He just had to make it clear. 

Undeniably clear.

The five words were like a bullet through her brain for Ashley. With that horrible confirmation, she felt her hands stop, “Do you really not want to? Andy, I would do anything for you.” Fuck it, a part of her cried inside. Fuck leverage, fuck it all. She would move Heaven and raise Hell, give him anything if that’s what it took for them to stay together.

Andrew’s eyes, for the first time, staring down at Ashley, looked… sad? The worst part was, she didn’t want him. He knew it, she had been saying it all the time. She wanted Andy, not Andrew. “Remember when you promised when you promised that you wouldn’t call me that anymore?”

Ashley’s breath caught in her throat like she might choke on it. “Andrew,” she said, but the word sounded like, felt like, a foreign language coming out of her mouth. “I can be good.”

Andrew’s thumbs rubbed gingerly against the protrusions of Ashley’s shoulders, brushing tantalizing close to the exposed skin of her open clothing. It was the way that he so often held her close, only this time, he was fully aware of his ministrations. But he needed an answer from her. “And this episode is?”

Feeling the way that Andrew touched her made Ashley want to whimper in how it felt like he wanted to believe her. The words clogged one by one in her throat, each one slamming into the other in a tragic verbal pile up and nothing could get out. But for Andrew, she could do it. To say the right words and believe them. “Andy and Leyley,” she began. “And the Burial of Andy and Leyley.”

Andrew’s expression softened just that little bit and almost immediately Ashley knew that was the right answer. He leaned backward from over top of her. “But still, we can’t. So we can just forget about that fake vision, yeah?”

Ashley sat up, her heart in shambles. She crawled on top of his lap and wrapped her arms around Andrew one more time. Their foreheads pressed together. He didn’t fight it. Too tired? Or maybe something else? “An- Andrew, I’m sorry. Would it really be that bad? I know you. You’re just looking out for me, for us. But you don’t actually care, do you? You’re just afraid of us getting caught?”

Andrew was quiet. He didn’t push her off. He looked her in the eyes through their tangled hair. He was too keenly aware of how close they were, how their lips were just inches away from brushing against each other. “We already have enough to deal with. What if we do get caught?”

Ashley felt a smile force its way onto her face. It was one that wore the heavy weight of the conversation they just had and that which was promised to be left behind turning at the light of… something. “How would we get caught? There are pills and things for that. Whatever happens, we’ll clean up after ourselves. You can trust me,” she pulled her arms back so she could hold the sides of her brother’s face.

“That’s too irresponsible-”
“Andrew. I love you. I love you, I love you, I love you. No matter what, I’m always going to be here, I’m yours. I want you to be mine. Don’t you want it? Even just a little?”

“.……………….” Andrew didn’t say anything. Didn’t want to admit that there was maybe just a little part of him that wanted it. Or even worse. A very large part of him that wanted it but that he never let see the light of day. 

“No matter what. I’ll always be there at your side. When you can’t sleep, I’m yours.” Ashley pulled her face next to his ear and blew her message straight from the heart and the tar of her soul. He was, after all, her birthright. “No one will ever find out. So, Andrew, take me. I’m yours.”

Andrew’s breath quickened like each one might be his last. Inhaling the smell of Ashley wrapped around him and sat on his lap. Her eyes were so much softer than they usually were. The tips of his toes stood at the edge of that line in the sand. “You’ll behave, right?”

Ashley nodded. 

And with that, Andrew jumped.

Andrew thrust his chin upwards and their lips met in a crash.



Chapter 2
Summary:
There's nothing left in the world to hold the Graves back now...

Notes:
(See the end of the chapter for notes.)

Chapter Text
“Ah, I get it. You fuck her.”

“Shut the fuck up, you’re dead now,” was all Andrew could think as he pressed his full body weight into Ashley. He could feel the way that her arms wrapped around his head like she was afraid to let go and how her breath picked up, quick and heavy breaths coming in and out of her nose. They fell together once more onto the bed atop the covers as he parted his lips and lowered his tongue into her waiting, wanting mouth.

Ashley felt the familiar weight of her brother’s body on top of her, for the second time this night, but this time was so much better. His weight crushed into her, suffocated her in a way that pushed her underwater and didn’t give her the mercy of letting her up for air. Completely subsumed by the unrestrained feeling of her brother’s love and need for her. She felt his tongue slip across her lips as they mashed into each other and almost by instinct she opened her mouth for him to take whatever he wanted from her. She felt his own saliva pool and ooze from his mouth and flowed into hers which she drank with a greedy need, humming and moaning into his mouth all the while. She pulled his head into her even tighter, not caring that they might need to breathe, they could do that with their noses because now was the moment to make up for so much lost time.

Ashley’s legs were parted on either side of Andrew when she had once straddled him, looking deep into those gentle sea-green pools. The intense sensation of their contact was enough to overwhelm her, surprise and elation turned into ecstasy. Now that she was on her back again, she spread her legs even farther with his torso between her. 

Andrew’s cock made a painful tent stretching against the fabric of his pants, straining for freedom. As if rising to reach him, Ashley lifted her hips off the bed, falling deeper beneath Andrew as she tried to suck him into her mouth and presented her virginal cunt for him to take. It wept and drooled at the promise of being touched and loved, making a wet mess of her between her legs. She mindlessly humped at the air, that the movement might catch his cock, all hard and extended out for her, that the friction would bless her with the frazzling sensation of orgasmic bliss from the bottom of her slit to the top of her clit before radiating outwards in each wave after wave. And the rest of the night promised so much more.

All barriers and false pretenses now dropped except for the trouble of their clothes but she couldn’t make up her mind as to what she wanted. A million thoughts and ideas raced across Ashley’s mind, her wants, her needs, her desires and she felt them melt away with how giddy she was, completely consumed by the moment. Her brain was torn between two options: To keep kissing him or to rip their clothing off so that they could indulge in each other’s bodies all the more.

Andrew fully let his body down, no need to support his own weight, no need to pretend that their bodies weren’t made to not be in contact against one another at all times. He could feel his own sister’s thoughtless grinding against his cock. He knew that this was wrong even if he didn’t understand it. It was one thing to know and another to understand it. Why keep this away from himself? Each brush of beautiful friction sent tingles up and down his shaft that made him return her fervent humping with his own.

Andrew placed his hands on Ashley’s stomach, slipping underneath her clothes that kept her from him. She was his and he would lay claim to all of her, damn the things that held them back like society or clothes. His hands slid up, dragging the fabric along his wrists upwards and curving around the swell of her tits. She lifted her body off the bed to be free of her clothes faster, almost unconsciously, like he didn’t need to say anything for her to immediately know what he wanted from her. 

Ashley loved the feeling. It was like Andrew was biting her heart and injecting every thought, whim, and desire into her and all she had to do was respond. He wanted her! There was no sweeter drug or more powerful high than that simple revelation. Her vision went dark and fuzzy around the edges with the electrifying tingles of that sensation, or maybe it was just the lack of air she had been denying herself so as not to lose a single second of being connected with Andrew.

Andrew tried to pull his head back to undress her but Ashley’s arms were on him like they bondage ropes to keep him in place, despite knowing what he wanted, she had waited so long as she couldn’t choose between two perfect choices. He reached behind her head and yanked on her tied-up hair; how perfect and natural it felt that Ashley had put her hair up perfectly for him to use as he liked. As she was peeled off of him, she desperately tried to close the distance again like a fish returning to water, impatient and incapable of being separated from him for more than a second; part of her mind couldn’t comprehend the promise of even more debauched and scintillating pleasure. 

Shakily, he breathed, “Off,” and he shoved and yanked her top off and almost immediately ducked his head under to follow the path of the discarded clothing, latching on to her neck, biting and suckling.

Ashley sucked in a breath and keened. All of her muscles clenched as her body burned and her desires leaked and oozed out of her holes. She felt her pussy squeeze around nothing, demanding that it be fed some attention. But honestly, she couldn’t care. Wherever Andrew touched, she felt her entire body being stimulated, each one better than the last. Hot, little electric shocks of pleasure that originated from each point of contact coursed through her body instantaneously before another wave bloomed across her body. Her body became an instrument with Andrew as its master and her moans as its music. Every touch elicited a fresh explosion of mind-breaking and moral-eroding pleasure.

“You too,” Ashley whimpered out. Her voice was debauched and desperate, breathy and dry to the point she couldn’t recognize the sound of her own pleading. Her body was twitching and each muscle spasm just brought on even more arousal and pleasure. Her hands reached around Andrew’s back as he continued to roll his body up and down hers, using that forward momentum to push even more diabolical pressure that sent her careening off the summit of one edge, only to be sent off the next in the bottomless canyon of depravity. She yanked and pulled at the hem of his sweater and was so fucking euphoric at the fact that he didn’t wear anything underneath. How wonderful and perfect and thoughtful was her big brother that he had made himself such an easy gift to unwrap so she could get to the present all the faster?

Andrew pushed himself up and let Ashley drag the sweater off of him. He stood on his knees over top of her, out of breath, his bare chest heaving in the silver moonlight. He saw her hazy eyes widen at the sight of him, not a single coherent thought behind them other than pure, almost bestial, need. His thumbs began to work at his pants to shed them next but Ashley tossed his sweater to the side and lunged for his crotch, pressing her face against where his poor cock strained for freedom to be loved by his sister. Her hands gripped around the waistband and tugged down with more force and enthusiasm, ripping the task from Andrew’s hands as she unveiled that which she dreamed about at night.

Andrew’s cock sprung free and slapped her cheek with a meaty thwack. She had probably lost her mind long ago, back when they were just kids and she couldn’t ever bring herself to care for anything that wasn’t Andrew. But if she had anything left, it was gone in an instant. She thrust herself forward between his legs sending Andrew backwards so now she was on top.

Ashley inhaled deeply at the scent of her brother. It was different from what she was used to, from what all the other parts of him smelled like. It was heady, rich, and good, the musk spurring a base desire in her and ordered her body to respond. Her pussy was flooding, it felt like her womb sloshed with liquid fire screaming to be replaced with her brother’s cum, and her clit stood at attention, every movement against her soaked panties sent little shivers of rewarding pleasure to her brain, but still, it demanded more affection. But as much as she wanted to paw and grip at her slovenly, drooling mound, she had promised to be good and behave. Nothing else in her mind was hotter to the point of frying her brain and nearly causing her to cum on the spot than being Andrew’s obedient little cockslut, to finally be his cumdumpster. Because then, undeniably, she would be his and she would have him. Have him, have him, have him.

Ashley wrapped her arms around Andrew’s waist as she buried her face into his crotch. Kissing, licking, and sucking all the while she drowned in his smell, the musk that only she would ever get to partake in. She rubbed up and down, smearing her face into him and lathering herself in his aroma. She looked up and saw Andrew’s eyes locked on her, where his gaze should always be. He was out of breath and completely taken back, to be wanted so desperately, as if needed to live, worshiped, it made him feel things in his chest and made his cock twitch with satisfaction. A little bead of pearly precum oozed out of him at the pure satisfaction and he lowered his hand to rub encouragement into Ashley’s head.

Ashley fixated on the towering shaft right in front of her face, waving slightly as she nuzzled into her brother, how he almost coaxed her with it. She wanted to do so much with it, lay it across her face, slam it up into her begging cunt, shove it in her twitching asshole. Maybe rub it between her legs, her armpits, between her feet, would he like that? She would do fucking anything for Andrew’s gratification, for him to feel just how much she loved him. But right now, she absolutely, more than anything, needed him inside her.

With her mouth being so close and entirely impatient to change positions, Ashley opened her mouth and took the head of her brother’s cock into her, sucking and lapping at the treat he had made just for her. The taste made her eyes roll into the back of her head, she probably shouldn’t like the taste as much as she did but she knew that it came from Andrew and all good things came from Andrew, it only made sense that there could be no other taste except for mind-blowingly, orgasm-inducing perfection. Her insides ached and shivered, her legs were trembling all over the place with how overstimulated they were yet still in need of being satisfied. She was ready to shove her hands down her drenched shorts and panties, to desperately rub at her puffy and sopping wet pussy lips, until she heard it.

Andrew moaned, the first time that he had moaned for her. Most of the squealing, the moaning, the keening came from Ashley. But that one simple audible declaration, that she was doing right, immediately fixated her mind on the only thing that mattered: Andrew. 

If it was for Andrew, anything was possible. She would be the best, his only, be so fucking good for him that the simple ability to conceive of leaving her for another girl would be shot out of his cock along with all his delicious cum and be lost forever. She hugged tight around his hips and urged his cockhead further and further down. Desperate ups and downs, bobbing her head back and forth for him, drool coating his shaft, she performed the impossible as her throat stretched and strained against the thickness of his cock. Her legs flexed tightly and she trembled in place from all the pleasure she felt and what more the rest of her body begged for. Her liquid desperation coated her messy legs and dripped into the sheets as she worked more and more down until she could get to her new favorite place on Andrew’s body, inconceivable to think that there would be another place she would want to fix herself to constantly but somehow she had a feeling that very epiphany would hit her with the force of a nuclear bomb. Against all odds, surprising herself with her talent, her nose pressed against his crotch with minimal gagging and soon the rest of her face followed as she rubbed her face into him just like before, groaning all the while and sending vibrations up through Andrew’s cock and resonating through the rest of his body getting him to double over.

With both hands atop Ashley’s head, Andrew curled over top of her, keeping her in place as she worshiped him. But that wasn’t the only reason for it. He reached forward and slipped underneath her shorts, grabbing a handful of her ass and dragging her closer. Ashley’s eyes widened as she came out of her blissful delirium of giving her brother exactly what he deserved and was pulled further into him. His other hand snaked between her legs and past her shorts and curled into the folds of her drowning pussy. Her muscles clenched and sucked his fingers in as he worked in the first of his fingers.

Ashley immediately unleashed a muffled yelp around Andrew’s cock and she was ready to pass out from the shots of bliss that hammered her brain and body and the lack of air, despite what her natural talent or determination would allow her. Her hot and wet insides immediately contracted, trying to milk Andrew’s finger for the cock it starved for. He prodded and rubbed and curled, rewarded with the twitching spasms and a flood of fresh juices that tried to seduce him further in and begin decorating his knuckles. His thumb smeared across the top of her pussy lips, playing and spreading without care as wherever he touched, Ashley felt euphoric sparks rattle her like she was just a doll. Then his thumb caught on her eager little nub.

Ashley’s body flexed and clenched so hard that she threw herself off of Andrew’s cock and screamed. Andrew immediately took his other hand and covered her mouth before replacing his hands with his lips and tongue which Ashley subconsciously reacted to, that making out with her brother took precedence over screaming, but maybe she could do both as she moaned into their passionate kiss. 

Andrew showed no mercy, continuing to pound his sister’s pussy with his finger and Ashley broke. She came and she came hard, her muscles contracted with so much force and strength it was like Andrew’s finger could have been torn right off with how much her pussy squeezed him. Wet and hot, her pussy pulsated and gushed, shooting out torrents of cum and her back arched as she fell into Andrew’s body as the only thing to keep her in any vague notion of the concept of “up.” She keened and cried, her arms were weak and felt numb like static from all her nerves firing off all at once as she screamed into his mouth. Her hands wrapped around Andrew’s back as she fought for purchase to keep her steady, nails raking down his backside as she kept losing grip and tried, again and again, to reattach herself onto her brother. She rolled her hips into his hand, humping it for all that it was worth in a desperate chase of her own desires, each motion elicited another shockwave of pleasure that made her feel weightless and let her roll into the next one, her whole body wrecked itself and she couldn’t stop herself from cumming.

Andrew added a second finger, somehow through all of the clenched muscles and sopping wet folds, continuing to blast her pussy in return for all that she had shot out of her. “NOO!!!” Ashley screamed, her body and mind being incapable of taking more but she knew she wanted it. To be broken by Andrew would be the greatest gift he could ever give her. He shut her up again with another starving kiss and she once more screamed into him as she ripped his back open.

Ashley might have passed out. She wasn’t entirely sure. But when she opened her eyes, she was on her back, her legs up in the air as Andrew tugged her shorts off. She felt his still raging and erect cock snug between her legs, so tantalizingly close to her gasping pussy and suckling asshole. “So he does like legs,” Ashley thought to herself with a weak, delirious smile at something to try.

Andrew saw his sister as he tossed her shorts away, all that was left between them now was her underwear, one part of which was so soaked it would be a miracle if it could be saved. He let out a deep shuddering breath as he drank in the sight of her, she looked so happy, so content. How could this possibly be bad? He bit her calf and she moaned.

Ashley felt her body lift up as her back arched at the pain and pleasure, he bit hard enough to leave a mark. He marked her. She was his. He owned her. He wasn’t leaving. Her pussy pulsed and quivered with an orgasm, a small one, to reward the thought.

Andrew spread her legs apart on either side of him, she limply managed to get her bra off and press the milky tit-flesh together with her arms, presenting them for his pleasure; she was all ready and open for him. He laid his cock just over top of her panties and sawed back and forth, rubbing along her length and sending her eyes back into her head. “It’s my turn now. Right?” He breathed out. He reached down and without waiting for a response, he ripped the ruined panties off and threw them off the bed.

Ashley looked down, her pussy begged for his cock to be shoved inside of it with how it nipped and winked at the shaft that rested just above it. “Mhm,” she nodded. She didn’t really trust her to say words right now as she looked down at it. How would the thing even fit? It was thick and massive, she could feel her womb descending far down to present itself to him, he wouldn’t even have to try to break her. It lay on her stomach moving back and forth as if promising and showing her just how much it would fill her up and wreck her insides, leaving a beautiful trail of precum and her own drool, probably from both mouths given how wet she was.

Andrew leaned forward, his arms on either side of her head. He was beautiful. “How about you tell me what it is that you w-”

Ashley’s arms and legs wrapped around him in an instant. “I want your cock, Andrew!” She said immediately. There was no part of her soul that she wouldn’t turn over to him. Anything he wanted, she would give him. “I want you to shove it up inside me- I want you to shove it in my pussy- or my ass if you want- I need it so fucking bad- please- I need your cum inside me-” the words spilled out one after the other, each declaration just as true as the one that came before it as she begged both with her words and body, now grinding against him again, to fuck her. And how could he say no to that?

Andrew pulled his hips back, breaking Ashley’s leg lock, and lined his cock up with her spasming slit and swollen lips, diving cock first into the begging warmth that had lusted for him since the moment sin entered her heart. He let his full body weight down on her again, their chests met, and he fully sheathed himself inside her. Her pussy was tight, barely capable of taking two fingers, much less his full cock all in one go. Her wet cunt squeezed his cock, her lips sealed around his shaft as if afraid to let him go, and her cervix kissed his cock head from all directions. The moment his cock head hit the dimple of her cervix, slamming home, Ashley threw her head back and let her eyes roll away, mouth opened to scream but nothing came out as if Andrew had hit the button to factory reset her through pristine feminine ecstasy.

Andrew, not a screamer, opened his mouth and took his sister’s left shoulder and bit down hard, causing her to convulse from the multiple points of contact as her legs once again locked around him. She knew deep in her heart that she would do anything for another deep fucking like this again. Her arms wrapped around his back, whipping and lashing around his neck, the back of his head, doing anything to keep his body pressed against hers for as long as possible. With her body twitching and convulsing, spasming and leaking, she couldn’t hold on to Andrew, forced to try and try again to find purchase to hold him against her tightly. She dug her nails into his skin, fresh blood oozed from the wounds that only heightened Andrew’s senses.

Andrew pulled his hips back and set his own pace. Ashley’s leg lock around him grew weak, it was more a suggestion than a rule as she drowned in the ocean of orgasmic euphoria. He slammed his forward, there was no need for gentleness as she exploded on how savagely he took her without a care in the world, that his treat and reward was to take what he wanted without regard for her; that deeply, that was the most rewarding thing for her. She was split open for him completely, her pussy making the most debauched and obscene wet noises as it was stretched out. At best, all she could manage was a whimper at this point as her mind fully blanked out on any thought other than that of sheer overwhelming pleasure that felt like firecrackers made of electricity; remapping her entire brain to be hooked on this singular drug that fired off each time Andrew’s cock head slammed back into her cervix and arced straight through her spine and into her brain, now leaking out of her ears.

Andrew released his sister’s flesh in his mouth like he was coming up for air as he switched to the other side of her head and bit down on her other shoulder. Ashley’s back arched reflexively. With no coherent thoughts of her own and flying fully on auto-pilot, her hips used what remained of her weak legs wrapped around Andrew’s waist, ankles hooked together, as leverage and gyrated and moved in time with Andrew’s punishing thrusts to hump even more pleasure into each of them, once again chasing orgasm after orgasm that he delivered her so effortlessly. The simple truth was that he was made for her. Or maybe she was made for him.

With each passing thrust, the trip became easier. Ashley’s pussy opened itself up for Andrew’s cock to carve out a place for it, screaming at itself for providing any resistance in the first place. Each return became faster, heavier, and more feral which rearranged her insides to be perfect just for him.

Andrew was railing Ashley to his heart’s content, finally with no need to bother or hide. He could feel that he was ready to burst and was ready to give it all to his little sister. He slammed his hips into her tight, splashing sex as deep as he could go, her entire body rocking with the force like a wave. What barely dim light bulb illuminated in her brain that could be considered being fucked back to consciousness returned the favor with mindless, blissed-out moans. 

Andrew pulled his body back from over top of his sister, her nails dragging all the way down his back to his sides and beneath his ribs. He was heaving for breath and a moment of clarity that he sure as Hell wasn’t going to give her until he was finished with her. Her arms fell off of his neck and lay beside her, palms up next to her face making vague grabbing motions for him. He took his hands and reached down onto her stomach, using his thumbs, he pressed down on her womb making her keen even harder, once more arching her back unconsciously for him as she squeezed tight around his cock as her womb was forced down even closer towards it. Her pussy flooded and convulsed with juices, pulsed and massaged his entire length as he bottomed out inside her at the end of her messy, bruised cervix.

Ashley squirted around Andrew’s cock and he doubled over and bit down on the hard bead of his sister’s nipple, wrapping his arms around her arched back and picking her up like she were a doll. Andrew pulled his hips up and felt his balls clench as he slammed home and exploded. With his slit lined up snug against her battered cervix, Andrew’s cock jerked and jumped with each rough wave of his own orgasm, each pulse was a slow and heavy wave that traveled from the base of his cock to the tip of the head that made him shiver with inarticulate pleasure that pumped his sister full of cum. Rope after rope of cum slammed into the back of Ashley’s womb, she felt how it burned it and filled her insides, a small quake of orgasmic pleasure rocked her with each kick of a new spurt flooding her. He chased that feeling deep inside her, involuntarily rutting and rolling his hips in the little waves of pelvic motion that tried to get him deeper and deeper into his sister, as if trying to shove whatever cum leaked out of her weeping hole back into its proper place.

Andrew pulled back, Ashley’s body completely limp and unable to perform any kind of real movement without help as she slowly came back to her senses, little aftershocks treating her to the fact that this was entirely real. He crawled up her body, planting small, loving kisses and the occasional playful bite on her flesh as he went until he got to her face.

Ashley was entirely out of breath, incapable of words just as she was of moving. Andrew rose up and towered over her, knees planted on either side of her head as he held his softening cock in his hand, covered in the pearly mixture of their love. He watched her eyes grow wide and her expression one of pure contentment and understanding as she opened her mouth and let her tongue loll out. The amount of work that her throat had done today would not end.

Andrew lifted her head gently, holding her first by the back of her head and when she had the strength to support herself, tangled his fingers in her tied-up hair and held it like a leash. He felt his lips break into a smile and let out a sign of contentment as Ashley’s lips sealed around his cock. Her tongue licked and swirled around, wiping off the milky solution of their mixed fluids. Maybe this was better than the taste of his pure cum. He reached down and gently rubbed her head in encouragement as she cleaned him.

“. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .” A lit cigarette found itself snuggly between Andrew’s fingers as the both of them had regained their composure and breath. Now the full weight of what had happened had settled on his mind without the haze of lust to cloud his judgment. Post-nut clarity was a bitch, it seemed.

Ashley dragged herself close towards Andrew. Gently poking the corner of his mouth, she asked in a sing-song tone of voice, “Penny for your thoughts?”

“No deal- oh fuck,” Andrew said before his hand rose up to smack him in the face.

“Quite the vision, huh?? Biiigg brootheeeerrrrr?” Ashley drew out syllables, eager and happy with what had just happened. “And you were reeaally big…” she teased a little more, more than satisfied with what had happened. And besides, boys were supposed to like stuff like that, right?

Andrew put the cigarette out, tossing it and turning towards his sister. A little smirk played at his lips, “Going off script?”

“I mean, you already realized it. And besides, we’re not really doing episodes anymore, are we?” Ashley said, her voice still coy as she pulled herself up from the covers, unashamed and not hiding anything from Andrew’s sight, which immediately gravitated to her chest, as perky as her personality. “Andrew~”

Andrew looked up to her eyes. They were slightly lidded, filled with love and contentment, maybe obsession, but he was fine with love and contentment. He extended his arms out and Ashley happily weaseled her way into his embrace, straddling him once more. “Guess you’re right.”

“Remember how that vision ended?” Ashley gasped a little, grinding her pussy against Andrew, already growing wet.

Andrew smirked and hooked his finger beneath her choker, the only remnant of what could be considered an article of clothing left on her. “One last thing. You promise you’ll behave?”

Ashley stopped her movements and looked down, a little afraid even. She felt her chest clench with the fear of what a broken promise might mean. “I- I mean… I’m fine with you being Andrew… It suits you, I think.” Her heart fluttered. “But… Can I ask for one more thing?”

“Besides my cock?”

“Andrew!”

“HahHaHahHA! Sorry. But what?”

Ashley pressed herself into Andrew’s chest fully, resting her head into the crook of his neck, breathing in the smell of him. “Can I still be Leyley? Sometimes?”

Ashley felt Andrew move beneath her, putting her on her back. He smiled down at her, confident, cocky almost. She bit her lip at how good of a look it was on him. Especially when paired with the knowledge that he wouldn’t go anywhere. “Just be good for me?”

And that was something that Ashley could agree to. She nodded.

“Good. C’mere, you!”

“Ahaha!! Wait--! G-gently! Gently, goddammit!!”



Chapter 3
Summary:
Tonight's a night full of surprises...

Notes:
(See the end of the chapter for notes.)

Chapter Text
Andrew drove back with a gentle smirk that tugged at the edges of his lips. He knew that he needed to ditch the car at some point, but that was a problem for a later time. Constantly running from the fear of consequences. Despite what most may think, it wasn’t the acts themselves that gave him pause. It was what others might think, the punishments that would follow. The idea that despite it all, despite everything that life had thrown at him, he could lie to himself and live a normal life, be a normal guy, that society might welcome him if he just played the part of a good person. And how hard would it be? Not at all, really; they were just words, just lies, and there’s no safer lie than the lie that no one wants to hear. But then again, what had society done for him, given him? Nothing worth mentioning. So fuck it, the line had been crossed and he was intent on enjoying what he had and he wasn’t looking back. 

Andrew looked over the passenger side where Ashley sat. Or where she usually would. She would probably be asleep at this time of night, curled up in the cushion of the seat and her head hanging limply, tucked against her shoulder. The interior of the car was dark from the bleak of night that flooded in through the windows and made the car feel smaller, perhaps colder. Instead of Ashley, tucked into the seat was a small plastic bag, the white of which contrasted against the dark, briefly illuminated by the passing streetlights of empty roads. But still, he smirked at the thought of what he had planned as his eyes refocused on the road ahead of him.

Andrew pulled the car of Mr. Washing Machine into the parking lot of yet another cruddy motel that was characterized by all the colorful aspects that made it perfect: took cash and asked few questions. The car came to a full stop, the hum of the engine and the death of the lights cast him in the anonymity of darkness. Looping his fingers through the thin straps of the bag, he pulled the carefully wrapped contents close to his chest so the crumpling plastic couldn’t make a sound. With soft steps, it was almost as if he was sneaking back into his own room.

Andrew slipped into the sleepy temporary haven made grey from the lack of light and leaned his weight into the other side of the door to close it gently. Quickly making his way to the miserable excuse for a kitchenette counter in silence, he laid the bag down and released a little satisfied huff. The predawn was quiet and peaceful. Andrew casually cast his head to the side and looked to the foot of the solitary bed in the room, thinking of the irony of the statement.

And there she slept, Ashley’s hair disheveled, her bare arms over her head and face, and her legs making peaks beneath the covers; completely unaware of her brother having snuck out of their shared room like a teenager trying to escape parental attention. But she would forgive him, he knew that she would before the sun would even have the chance to come up.

Tip-toeing to the foot of the bed, watching his sister in slumber, Andrew couldn’t help but think how the words quiet and peaceful couldn’t have been worse words to describe Ashley. But then again, he wouldn’t have it any other way. She was his now. And he was her’s.

Andrew slipped beneath the covers of the bed from the foot, pushing his body up and nestling his head between the unconsciously spread legs of his sister, an incestuous little valley flanked by the swells of her doughy muscles that held little treasures between. He looked up and smiled at the sight of Ashley’s unguarded pussy lips, snug and enticing, moving slightly with her sleeping breath. There were bite marks and bruises peppered across her legs like scattered flower petals, little declarations that declared just how deeply he loved her. She had stopped wearing anything to bed ever since that night, everything was laid bare for him to treat himself and partake as he liked. And he did, in fact, like.

Andrew slotted his head between her legs, his lips just brushing over Ashley’s skin, teasing the both of them as he felt something in him stir in arousal. He breathed in the smell of her, the intoxicating cocktail of her natural musk mixed with whatever random brand of soaps and wash the motel was obligated to give them. His hands wrapped beneath the dough of her under her thighs, possessively squeezing just shy to the point of waking her and letting the pillowy flesh of her legs fill the space between his fingers. 

Andrew slotted his head fully between her legs, pressing his lips on top of her cunt, and pressed his nose into her hiding clit. With soft and sweet little kisses, he whispered lovingly into her snatch, beginning to stir and wet even unconsciously at the sensation that Andrew provided it, “Morning, Ashley.” 

Andrew opened his mouth and latched his lips around her pussy, nuzzling his face into her crotch, using his nose to rub some friction into her excitable button. He pressed his tongue between her folds that spread so naturally for him, already growing good and slick for him, he gathered the taste of her and let it spread over his tongue, savoring the flavor knowing that there was more to come. Swiping up and down, his tongue kissed the muscles of her inner walls, beginning to open and clench around his stretched muscle in happiness at the love and attention. He swirled around inside her channel of lust, gathering even more of her juices for him to drink and causing more and more of it to ooze out of her.

Andrew thrust his chin upwards, striving to dive deeper into his little sister and the motion grinding his nose against her clit, growing erect and emerging from hiding to say hello to its big brother. He made full use of the mechanics of his head by rolling his head up and down against her crotch, driving himself into her delicious and flooding depth, striking at new angles, and changing the patterns at which he lavished her.

Andrew squeezed her soft and cool skin, growing warm under the contact of his hands rubbing gentle little circles into her thighs. He pushed his body a little further forward, trying to get even closer to Ashley; his hands wrapped around her legs, making hooks so that he could pull her closer to him. After all, she was his Ashley.

Ashley whimpered softly in her sleep, her breathing hitching and becoming irregular from the sensations that Andrew was only too pleased to give her. He wondered what kind of dreams acts like these gave her and he chased the thought of giving her many more in the future. He felt her hands from over top the blankets reach down and paw at his head through the fabric, trying to get to him and tangle her fingers into his hair, to pull him even deeper inside of her. With the unconscious frustration of being unable to grip Andrew directly, Ashley unconsciously lifted her hips into the air to grind against his face in pursuit of her own lust. Her legs squirmed around from the overstimulation around his head, trying to blindly find purchase on something. He could hear his little sister’s gasps and moans of ecstasy made dim and dull through the veil of sleep as she humped his face, pressing herself into his hands and face.

Where Andrew sucked and kissed, diving himself deep into the soaking wet folds of the person he had known for their entire life, the person who was given to him, the person that was made just for him but for so long he had kept himself from. Ashley’s pussy reciprocated in its own wet suckling and kissing of Andrew’s tongue, offering no resistance to the boy that she more than loved, needed. Her slick began to dribble out of her pussy lips which were turning puffy from all of Andrew’s attention. Beady drops of her desire formed pearly rivulets that Andrew dutifully turned his head and lapped at, cleaning and swallowing before returning his attention and tongue back to the now fluttering and winking cunt that whispered out for him.

The entire feast that had been left out for him to gorge himself on had Andrew straining painfully in his pants. His cock was trapped within the confines of his underwear, beneath the weight of his body, and on top of the mattress that he lay on top of. His overeager shaft was ready to jump, ready to deeply fuck his sister, and spray his cum against the roof of her womb. He was torn between the greedy need to satisfy himself, whether to reposition himself and let his cock spring free and begin roughly fucking his sister to his heart’s delight or to commit himself to the already delirious headspace that he found himself in from just the simple act of pleasuring Ashley. Even unconsciously, or maybe that just made it better, she reacted to his ministrations so prettily with horny little pants and whines. For now, he settled into the unconscious rhythm of rutting uselessly into the mattress for some friction, the need for instant gratification satisfied better between his sister’s legs.

Andrew tore one of his hands away from beneath his sister’s thigh where it had been lovingly stroking the gentle crease of her body where her ass met her leg. His finger dragged across her body, gently stretching the skin softly as he went until he brought his hand to the spasming and quivering base of his little sister’s flowery folds with droplets of her wetness oozing out of her like a sexy pump. He breached into her pussy with his finger, it flexed and winked as if breathing on its own; whatever clean and neatness was there at the beginning of this excursion had long since gone past as it eagerly suckled and begged for his finger to enter inside of her. He went down to his first knuckle, and then his second, and then his third, teasing and tossing her up as he traveled deeper and deeper into her channel as he went, rubbing and curling against her hot, flushed, and streaming with slick walls all the while her muscles clenched around him happily.

Andrew moved his face upwards a little bit to make room for his finger, slotting his tongue against Ashley’s erect clit, almost trembling in how hard it stuck out for him to praise and overwhelm with love; he circled around it, licked up and down against it, kissed it, and then moved to suck at it before repeating again and changing the patterns to keep Ashley unprepared for what onslaught of physical euphoria he could provide her and heighten the feelings of electric ecstasy. His nose rubbed against her pubic mound and took in the smell of her again, letting the entirety of it cloud his brain with a delirious fog.

And then Andrew felt a shift. Where Ashley’s body relaxed and tensed reflexively at his ministrations like he was the conductor of the most gorgeous, salacious orchestra, he felt more of her muscles clench around him. Where her hands meekly pawed at him from over the covers to get to the head of her brother who was eating her out of dutifully but was frustratingly out of reach from the blankets that divided them, he felt her fingers tense around and began rubbing at his head with intent and approval. Her legs went from randomly jerking and the bolts of pleasure that shot through her body, traveling along her synapses to relaxing outwards before flexing and wrapping around Andrew’s back and head, keeping him trapped between her and buried deep into her flooding cunt. The unconscious rutting of her hips into Andrew’s face had gone to a single forceful thrust as all the elements together combined to bury and suffocate her older brother.

Andrew smiled, his lips tugging at the corners and moving against Ashley’s flushed skin in a way that she would definitely be able to feel. Her hands pulled away from the top of his head and in a second he felt the covers above him adjust and cool air rushed into the incestuous little hotbox that he had made for himself with his sister’s pussy. He looked up and saw light pour from the head of the bed as the blankets were lifted. She looked stunning, framed and illuminated by the falling grace of what moonlight made it into the room. Her eyes were half-lidded in the pleasure he had been burying deep into her body, making sure that even unconsciously, it would never forget who or where it came from. Her lips were parted in a smug little smile, a trail of drool connected one lip to the other. She breathed through her mouth, deep and slow breaths which caused her chest to heave and sway, the hypnotic movement highlighted just how her nipples had turned into aroused studs from his handiwork.

Ashley saw her brother looking so perfect for her, The way that Andrew looked up and his mouth was so deeply buried in her drowning snatch of both of their fluids so that she could only see half of his face with his eyes directly locked onto her. The way that she felt her pussy pulse with radiating pleasure that traveled from her core to the rest of her body, sending scintillating tingles through her flesh and felt the most pronounced at the tips of her, her fingers, her toes, her screamingly hard and erect nipples. The way that Andrew still used one hand to hold her leg up and pressed the meat of her leg into the side of his face, clinging possessively onto her like one might a favored plush.

“Gooood mooorrnning, Andrew,” Ashley sang in a sleepy tune, her voice hoarse from having just been woken up by this surprise.

Andrew pulled away from his sister’s crotch as he felt the legs around him begin to slacken, his face was covered in thick strings of her liquid lust that still bridged from his mouth to her pussy before breaking. He pushed himself up and dragged his finger out of Ashley, causing her a little appreciative moan before turning into a little whimper of loss at his warm digit. He was overcome with too many desires and things to do all at once before responding to her, and then he decided to do all of them at once. He sucked his finger into his mouth, collecting even more of his sister’s taste on his tongue and flicking his tongue up and down, responsible not to waste a single drop. He pulled his finger out and used his thumb to spread Ashley’s folds around, rubbing a little more stimulation into her as he moved on. He kissed the leg that he still held on to and gave it a playful bite unlike the hard and slow ones that he used to mark all over her body. All the while his eyes were fixed on Ashley, his green burrowed into her pink, the determined message was entirely clear just how much he intended to devour her, give her his everything, and he could see how the message made her heart race and send shivers just as powerful as the ebullient and orgasmic shudders that he gave her physically.

He finally then spoke, “Morning, Ashley.” His voice was all husk and play as he lifted his body up and crawled towards her and over her body. 

Andrew’s body ground along, sending sparks of friction across her body that caused Ashley to clench her legs and whine when a particularly powerful bloom of arousal rocked through her. He dragged his finger up her flesh, beginning to sweat from the heat and promise of sex, playfully flicking and then pinching and twisting her nipples that stood at attention for him, just begging to be punished. It caused her to gasp and moan before biting down on her lip in a sultry smile when Andrew finally pressed his forehead against hers.

Ashley’s hands immediately reached down to the hem of his sweater, dragging her hands upwards and in a motion all too practiced, removed the clothing off of him. “I could get used to waking up like that,” she whispered into his ear as she wrapped her arms around his head.

“Oh yeah? Well, maybe you can take some notes on returning the fucking favor, hm?” Andrew hummed back before kissing her deeply.

Their lips and tongues met together, slipping into the mouths of the other. Their bodies undulated back and forth as each one allowed the dominance of the other before switching and the other had their mouth explored in turn. The to and fro was like the tides coming in and receding out on a beach as each sighed into the other, their hands dancing around the head of their partner, hair twirling between fingers as they went. Possessively, they grabbed at each other, tugged, and made love as their saliva mixed and spilled out of the sides of their lips. Where once their hands explored each other's bodies for the first time, now their familiarity with each other pushed them towards the truth shared between them that no matter where they were, home was within the other’s arms.

Ashley’s legs pulled up close to her body, curling into a horny little ball and planting her feet against Andrew’s hips. She hooked her toes into the loops of his pants, tugging and pushing the article off of him all the while delighting in the contact that she shared with her brother. Reaching between their bodies, Andrew snaked his hand down and helped Ashley undress himself.

Ashley pulled away from the kiss and sucked a breath like she had just come up from hours beneath the ocean’s surface, and wasn’t Andrew such an ocean she’d be fine with drowning in. “Does my Andrew want to wake up to morning blowjobs from his little sister?” She teased at him, her heart was on fire with her vulgar need but with utterly no shame at their shared act.

Andrew kicked his clothing off, letting his cock spring free and bobbing towards Ashley, ready to return to a place it knew only all too well. He playfully ran his lips against the underside of her jaw, “And weren’t you supposed to be good?”

“Oh, I’m better than good. Am I not the best that you’ve ever had?”

He scoffed, “You’re gonna try saying that after how quick you cum?”

“Say it or I’m not letting you in.”

“Or how about you shut up because we both know that you want this more than I do.”

And he was right, Ashley did want this more than Andrew. To feel the fullness and the weight of his cock driving deep inside of her and molding her body specifically in whatever way gave him the most pleasure. Because deep down, she knew that when Andrew was inside of her, he didn’t want to be anywhere else. The safety and security she had spent so much effort on to keep him at her side could be entirely disregarded, paling in comparison to the effort, or lack thereof, of keeping him inside her.

Without waiting for a response that wasn’t coming and Ashley’s brain flickered at the deep gravel and possessiveness of his tone, Andrew turned his sister on her side and pushed her leg and draped it over his shoulder, her thigh pressed against his chest and calf against his back. With his cock in his hand, he nudged his cock head against the eager pussy of his sister, clenching and begging to be spread wide open on his shaft. “Maybe if you’re good, I’ll fuck you without a condom. How’s that sound?”

Ashley’s eyes widened. In the subsequent fuck sessions that they had together since the first fateful night, Andrew had always insisted on a condom and Ashley put on the pill. He always did hate consequences and she was always happy to oblige because she knew what the reward was. But this… This was an entirely new tier of reward. Just the memory of feeling her big brother’s thick cum nestled deep within her, seeping into her, wishing it could stain her insides was enough to drive her crazy. She was upset that she didn’t take longer to memorize the sensation, to let it burn a permanent scar into her brain if it was the only time that she would get to experience it. But here Andrew was, promising what she craved so deeply before she even knew that she craved it.

She bit her lip in excitement, “Please fuck me, Andrew. I love you,” she almost mewled.

“Good fucking answer for my good fucking girl.” Andrew smiled. Today, after all, was a special day and what Ashley didn’t know was that he had every intention of fucking her raw tonight.

Andrew thrust his hips forward and returned home, dick first. There was enough force behind him that it immediately sent Ashley’s head flying up to the headboard as the explosion of pleasure rocketed through her body from her core. Her body already teased and wound up from when she was assaulted in her sleep was like a rubber band pulled too tight, just a fraction of a millimeter away from snapping. And then she fucking snapped. The feeling of her brother’s raw cock inside of her, or maybe it was just the knowledge of the threat it carried, was enough to shatter her into a back-breaking orgasm causing whatever thoughts she might have had to wink away as her brain blacked out. Squirting and convulsing, she made a mess of Andrew’s crotch, splattering up his chest as her legs quivered and quaked against his chest as he held them tight in his arms.

Andrew drew back and dove in again for the second stroke, the second of many, oh so many. He sawed back and forth into Ashley’s gasping pussy, flooding and shooting out her cum as she screamed and moaned, words became incoherent. His movements became faster, more fervent, more forceful with each rendition of the strokes that gouged Ashley out. Her tits rocked up and down her chest, nipples standing upright, dancing and jumping in time with the pace that Andrew set through her body. All the while, Andrew’s cock was treated to an Olympic showing of just how much Ashley’s pussy could clench, unclench, milk, and suck. He drove his teeth into her upheld leg, pressing slow and hard and sucking at her flesh that filled his mouth all the while.

Andrew was on a mission to turn one orgasm into another, to chain one into the other, to flood Ashley’s senses just like how she flooded his chest, drenched in clear cum. He pulled his mouth away from her leg with a gasp and looked down onto his sister’s face, or tried to at least. Her arms were up over her head, unconsciously, as her arms had gone limp and her body was rocking like a wave.

“Say my name, Ashley,” he groaned.

Dimly within whatever part of her brain was still lit, Ashley registered the order and the command to be good, the promise, and just how well she was being treated. “Ah- Ahn-” she tried and first, her tongue hanging out limply from her mouth. “Ahndwu- Ahdu- Endre-” each time she tried and each time she came close as her brain sparked and fried at the ecstasy that overrode her mind and triggered another merciless orgasm to tear through her. There had to be credit for trying, right?

“Yeah, that’s right, Ashley!” Andrew rammed deeper inside of her with even more force that shouldn’t have been possible, making her see fuzzy stars. He grinned an evil grin, knowing he had another secret weapon because the night was full of them. “You’re so fucking good for me! Your pussy’s so good, fantastic, exquisite-” he bit through a moan that threatened to stop him but he soldiered on. “You’re so wet and tight for me! You’re milking me so fucking good! You’re perfect, Ashley! You hear that? Perfect!”

Each sentence, each word, each letter that fell from Andrew’s mouth crawled its way through Ashley’s ears. Consciously she could barely register what it all meant strung together, but deep down, subconsciously, the praise and the confirmation of love that she received made her explode, shatter into a million different pieces. Distantly, Andrew’s voice continued, pouring more and more lavish praise and entombing her in a chamber of heavy affirmations. At this point, she could no longer register words or sentences, she only registered the sound of his voice and the sweetness that he spoke.

It fought against the dark truth, that no one wanted her, no one loved her. not her parents, not her “friends,” not her classmates, not a single person. She was too wild, too out of control, too unruly to be loved. Anyone was scared away from her. Except for him. Except for her Andy- no! Andrew! He had always loved her, always been there, always done things with her and for her. But despite it all, she doubted. Why would anyone want to be with her when they could be with someone else? She had no redeeming qualities. That’s why she had to fight so much and collect leverage to keep people with her. But here her beloved big brother was telling her, confirming in her, affirming in her, all the things that she needed to hear. That she was worthy of love, that she was loved, and that she would continue to be loved. So if she could give back just this little bit, to make him happy, then she would strangle any part of her that would deny it to him.

How Ashley could have endured an even stronger, more mind-breakingly powerful, and soul-shattering orgasm was beyond her. But somehow, Andrew triggered it within her and it came violently crashing out of her with all the force of an extinction event at the combined pressure of his raging, raw cock and achingly sweet praise. She screamed, clamped down tight enough that Andrew groaned and threw his own head back, and vibrated through what felt like time and space. Each time her muscles convulsed, she shot out stream after stream of translucent cum. Her hips bucked into Andrew’s hips as she chased her high, destroying her mind and body in the process.

“Fuck! Ashley!” Andrew groaned and he felt his body tighten and his balls raise.

He had said her name! He had said that she was doing so well for him! He loved her! He was going to cum inside of her! Ashley blankly registered all these facts and none of them at the same time, continuing to fuel more and more of the raging fire that threatened to completely bring her down to the ground if she wasn’t collapsed on the ground already.

Andrew had driven himself down to the base of his cock, his glans furiously pummeling into the back of Ashley’s pussy. And with the force of Ashley crashing down around him, on top of him, beneath him, his own vision began to blur and stars prickled at the edges of his vision as he burst. His back arched and he shuddered as wave after rolling wave of heavy cum flooded into his sister’s massaging cunt, which dutifully guzzled the creamy drink down her starving channel, flooding her womb where it would be kept nice and safe.

If not for the fact that there was so much of it.

Andrew’s shuddering movement drove his dick further and further into Ashley, deeper than should honestly have been possible. Like his cock was chasing after each euphoric spasm from his balls through his shaft as if they were epiphanies, each thick spurt of semen seemed to drag his cock and his body further in. His raging hard-on nudged and nestled further inside of Ashley’s ravaged, and still somehow milking, pussy. The grinding friction against her walls and her cervix sent jolts through Ashley that threatened to switch her off forever, completely consumed by the cascading pleasure. Each unconscious pump of Andrew’s hips unloaded more and more cum deep inside of her and the lunging motions began to cause thick streams of pearly cum to ooze out of Ashley’s pussy and around Andrew’s cock like a cup overflowing.

Andrew finally felt the muscles in his back release from keeping him arched against his sister. He slowly dragged himself out of her and let the deluge of cum come gushing out. He gingerly set Ashley’s held-up leg down and took his hands and fingers, gently scooping and collecting their shared cum on his fingers. He leaned forward, or more likely fell forward, and propped himself up on an elbow as he inched towards Ashley’s face, her consciousness blasted fully back into unconsciousness. He nudged her limp arms to the side, taking one thumb and grabbing her chin, and bringing his cum glazed fingers to her mouth.

Ashley’s mouth was already parted and relaxed as Andrew inserted his fingers inside. “Say aahhhh,” Andrew mused rhetorically.

As if on instinct, Ashley suckled on Andrew’s fingers. Her tongue lazily swiped back and forth, blindly groping for where the flavor would come from next. She was so lucky that her brother was so responsible and helpful, gathering scoop after scoop for her to suck on and drink down as she tried to reassemble the jig-saw puzzle that was her post-orgasm psyche.

Andrew lay on his side, watching contently as Ashley did this almost on auto-pilot. No thoughts behind her half-lidded eyes, just heavy panting being the sign that she was still alive. He eventually took her into his arm, wrapping it around her neck and draping it down past her shoulder to her chest. There he greedily squeezed at her famously fat tits, letting the impossible supple flesh of which fill between his fingers even better than her ass or thighs could; his thumb rolled over her rock-hard nipples and he gave a few playful pinches that caused her to jolt and giggle at the euphoria it produced. All the while, he gathered scoop after scoop of cum to feed her until all the rest of it was that which was snuggly secure in her womb.

With the last serving drunk, Andrew took his fingers and licked them clean, savoring the slight aftertaste of their shared orgasms and the flavor of Ashley’s saliva. He drew them from his mouth and began to brush at Ashley’s hair, cleaning her face and letting his fingers twirl in her locks.

When Ashley finally began to blink and stir, coming back to the world of the living and the thinking, she realized where she was and nestled tighter and deeper into Andrew’s arms. Her arms and leg wrapped around Andrew’s body as she coiled around him like a snake; a sexy snake, she thought. 

The both of them lay there without words, entirely content in the bliss of their deep lovemaking with one another. Ashley gave soft little kisses against Andrew’s ribs before beginning to suck on his chest, determined to leave a mark on him to commemorate the occasion like they had done to each other every other time they had done so. Andrew continued to lazily squeeze and play with his Ashley, pressing his nose into the top of her head and smelling the perfume of Ashley’s natural smell, her sweat, and motel shampoo.

Then Andrew broke the silence, “Ready for your next surprise?”

Ashley looked up to him. Her face was mischievous and betting, “Are they gonna be as good as the last few?”

“Depends. But I’m pretty confident.” Andrew began to slip away from Ashley and immediately she began to hate this next surprise with a pout. He walked to the motel kitchenette and the crinkling sound of plastic emerged as he reached in to gather its contents. A closed, little plastic tray of half a dozen cupcakes, chocolate with a heavy artificial lemon icing to top it. He picked one and walked back, tearing it in two, not caring for the crumbs. “Not the usual muffins, but I thought, ‘Hey, new us, new muffins.’ Best of both worlds.”

Andrew slid next to Ashley’s side and raised his hand to her mouth, entirely intent on feeding her rather than let her feed herself. Ashley felt something warm bloom deeply in her chest, something that wasn’t arousal but was just as good, maybe even better in a way. She looked up to Andrew and his eyes were so soft and kind. She grinned. She slapped the other half in Andrew’s other hand, closed her mouth around her half, and began to chew. The contrasting flavors spread across her tongue as she closed her eyes to savor how terribly they went together.

“Are you serious,” Andrew laughed. “Are you only going to behave when I have my-”

Ashley jumped up on top of Andrew, crawling to sit in his lap, and pressed their lips together. Her mouth opened and her tongue pushed in the remains of the cupcake into his mouth. His eyes widened and then returned to normal as he realized. They shared a kiss and they shared the pastry, even as the kiss became more passionate and what wasn’t swallowed fell to the floor and the sheets.

When they separated again, Ashley pressed her body fully against Andrew, sitting in his lap, feeling his cock buried beneath her, threatening her with another good time. She pushed her forehead to his, “Not that I’m complaining or anything but… It’s not my birthday,” her tone teased.

“We don’t know when we’ll get the chance to celebrate properly, so I figured we could celebrate early. And damn right you better not complain.”

Ashley beamed, “Well, if we’re gonna start changing things up…” she bit her lip seductively, “Wanna add a new flavor to the mix? I’m thinking… directly from the source?”

“You won’t hear complaints from me,” Andrew hummed as he moved in and kissed her jaw.

“We could get trying right now. Put me down on the floor and we’ll open the case right next to me. Just warn me when~”

“AhHaHahHA!” Andrew laughed as he cupped the sides of her face in his hands. “Yeah, we can. One more surprise though.”

“God, what did I do to deserve all this?” Ashley giggled, holding his hand up to her chin in mock speculation.

“Oh don’t make me start questioning it.” Andrew smiled before his face turned serious. Almost a little dark. Enough to get Ashley to blink and suddenly sober up.

For all his life, Andrew was a good older brother. His mother had foisted Ashley on to him because she both couldn’t and wouldn’t raise her. Ashley was his. But Ashley was also more than that. She knew exactly what she was and what she did to him because doing so was the thing that made him stay. But he hoped that she knew that she didn’t have to do any of it. Because Andy may have been hers, but Ashley was Andrew’s. And if it came to making her happy, he would always do it. He was never leaving.

His expression broke in the single instant that it took for him to have that thought and he turned into a soft smile. Like as if someone had dropped their keys and snatched it before they hit the floor. He would whisper all of his declarations to her and he could do it in the way that mattered the most to her, all in six words... It was a small sacrifice, and after how Ashley had been behaving so well for him recently, it was more than fair. He leaned in to whisper to her.

“Happy birthday, Leyley. Let’s go play.”



Chapter 4: Codependent Cooperation
Notes:
(See the end of the chapter for notes.)

Chapter Text
Like being dropped into the depths of the Pacific, immediately, cold bit through his flesh with an unrelenting fury and shocked him straight into an arrest, nerves fried to the point that the rime registered as burns. The immense weight that gripped around him was like a heavy gauntlet crushing against the hollow foil of the tin cylinder that his body seemed to become in that singular instance. It felt like he had stepped off the ledge of the world and he was only saved by an impossibly thin string that clung to his heart, snagging him back like a bungee cord that yanked him back across the threshold of that yawning abyss to the point that it felt like maybe his heart did get ripped out from his chest.

All the while, he could smell it. The blood mixed with water and salt, sweat and tears. The way that the black specter of death clung on to her frame even though it had just been- it was only- his hands-

Andrew’s body jolted. His body was burning like a furnace and the sweat that clung to his clammy shell was cold against the heat; it was like small patches across his body were either a roaring fire from within or the encrusted ice that sat on him and penetrated through the thin armor of his skin. It was like his body didn’t know which was supposed to be which and so it had opted for both at once but impossible for the ostracized twin sensations to mix to some semblance of balance.

A nightmare, Andrew reasoned. But intellectualizing could only get him so far. It didn’t stop how his heart was hammering from the inside of his chest, spasming out of control. It didn’t stop the way that it felt like he couldn’t draw in enough breath with each sucking inhale, that each exchange left him reeling and losing more and more in his lungs when he needed the air to go inside himself and not out. It didn’t stop from how the guilt sat in his stomach like everything he had just eaten had turned into shards of glass, slicing and scraping himself open like claws trying to escape out, to reveal the horrible truth to the world of just who he was-

“Andrew?”

He blinked and looked down to his side. She laid there on her back, both of her arms stretched out awkwardly in his direction to hold him in her sleep that he had ripped himself from. Ashley’s bleary eyes began to register what had just happened.

Andrew fought a grimace. He turned his face back toward the foot of the bed, trying to hide his expression from his sister. He really couldn’t deal with it right now. From night terrors to the closing shut of his throat beginning to choke him as he anticipated what unfortunate waterfall of teasing and mockery was about to fall from Ashley’s mouth was something that he absolutely could not handle. He hurt in ways that he could never put into words and wanted things that he could never force himself to admit, no matter how far behind them the line they had crossed was.

There were just some things that were always damned to never be given the words to live. The truth would remain forever unborn.

Andrew was ready to go, to swing his weight off the side of the bed and just be somewhere else so at the very least he would have some small mercy from one of these things tonight.

Ashley looked at her brother. She saw the way that the sweat clung to his bare back and had soaked into the bedding beneath them, the way that his eyes carried that heavy weight in the brief moment that he had turned to look at her, the way that his chest labored irregularly and fought itself so that it might return to a normal pace. She saw all these things, knew them intimately, even the parts that he tried to hide from her, the parts that his boyish pride would never allow him to admit to her. 

In a single, fluid motion, Ashley slipped out from the grasp of drowsiness and placed her hands on his shoulder to force him to turn his body and face her. His eyes widened in shock and confusion at the burst of speed and determination that fueled her, the fear still sat in his heart at where this could all lead.

She wrapped her arms around him, one across the back of his head and the other down the length of his back, hand playfully cupping the curve of his wonderfully shapely rear. And then, she pulled his lips against hers and leaned all the way back onto the bed. Ashley opened her mouth wide for her brother to enter it at this enticing invitation for their tongues to dance. 

Ashley knew all of Andrew’s secrets, the things that he tried to keep from her, that which he did because he believed that he was protecting her. And he was. But sometimes… sometimes the burden was too much and even she could see that. Sometimes, Ashley wanted to be the one who could protect Andrew. And she would.

Andrew had expected words, taunts, and japes from Ashley but as his face was pressed against hers, he found himself leaning into the kiss hard and fast. He closed his eyes as he felt his body melt and become light; he breathed through his nose as his mouth became very quickly occupied with another task and he found that the air tasted sweeter and made his lungs feel fuller. He leaned his body weight forward as Ashley dragged him back into bed, his body twisting and turning until it hung over her as he crawled to align their bodies over each other in a way all too familiar from how often they spent their nights together. He sank his body down, no longer needing to support his own weight on his limbs, and he luxuriated into the cushion of his sister’s body that was laid entirely bare to receive him.

Ashley’s legs wrapped around his hips to keep him from any more dumb ideas like trying to get away from this moment of spoiling and lavishing on her favorite thing, the best thing in the whole world. She let Andrew’s tongue enter into her mouth, playing and rubbing against her own waiting organ as they traded the taste of each other and drank in the essence of their respective half. She suckled at his lip, giving small and playful little bites as she animated her head to add additional momentum to their slow but passionate make-out session; they had all the time in the world to explore one another, there was no rush, not if he didn’t want to.

Andrew felt the world fade away from him. With his eyes closed and the feeling of Ashley wrapped around him like a koala to a tree, he could just let all his muscles relax as she began to push her tongue over his as she began to lick and survey the interiors of his own mouth. Andrew, admittedly, didn’t much enjoy the idea of him being so easily swayed by just the simple notion of kisses, romance, and sex, he likened himself to be a more resolute man. But it felt good to just be treated and loved, to be told that everything would be okay, and to let the plague of thoughts be banished from his mind. Surely he was allowed this moment to be doted on, to have that momentary reprieve.

Andrew pressed his head deeper into the embrace, letting it grow heavier as his body relaxed. Ashley tugged her arms around him, caressing him with a gentle possessiveness and glee at how well he let himself surrender to the pampering as she rubbed soft little motions against him, lulling him deeper and deeper into the validation of his deeper wants and needs of the moment.

Ashley felt her lips tug at the corners of her mouth in a smile that felt like stepping into a sunlit spot on the floor, warm and waiting for you to partake in the basking radiance when she began to feel Andrew’s member twitch and grow against her exposed stomach. It was the little signal of validation that she craved, that even if she couldn’t get Andrew to outrightly say it, his body was always honest. It wasn’t the hot and fast surge of lust that overwhelmed and usurped the mood of the moment, instead, it was the soft rise and confirmation of their shared bond. It didn’t matter if it led to satisfying those carnal desires, to feel the bond between them was a gift enough.

When the siblings finally parted, Ashley let him pull away. She watched a thin line of their mixed saliva form a drooping bridge between one to the other and his mouth glistened wet. She decided to treat herself to one last little kiss; she brought her face in close, collecting their shared fluids before it could drop down onto the bed and licked the sides of his lips clean with the soft tip of her tongue, making him nice and neat again.

Andrew nestled his head into the crook of Ashley’s neck, rubbing his face against her like he might be able to burrow inside of her and hide from the rest of the world, even from his own feelings.

“There, there,” Ashley hummed softly as she combed her fingers around Andrew’s hair and petted him affectionately. She couldn’t help but appreciate the reversal of roles, that normally he was the one to do these things, even when he didn’t realize that he was doing them. It felt nice to be the one providing for once.

“I really can’t…” Andrew began. He spoke into her neck and his breath was hot against her, moisture clinging to her neck as he spoke. “I really can’t compartmentalize. I don’t know how you do it and I don’t think I ever will.”

“I know it’s hard, and I know that there’s nothing that I can say that will fix that. But if it helps you, you can rely on me. I’m yours,” Ashley spoke, her voice lowering in volume with each word until it reached a breathy whisper that licked at the shell of his ear. “You’re allowed to take your mind off of things for a while. You can let me take care of you too.”

Andrew nuzzled deeper into the embrace as the words sat on top of him and sank beneath him, absorbing the message like a sponge with water. Life wasn’t easy, but it didn’t always have to be so hard. He could take a break.

Ashley shifted beneath Andrew, earning her his attention as he looked a question into her eyes. She smiled a soft expression but there was the ever-characteristic glint of mischief in her eyes. “You can just let it all out. It’s not good to keep things all bottled up,” she pursed her lips together suggestively.

“God damn,” Andrew felt himself give an exhausted laugh, “Is that really all you can think about? The nightstand-”

“We won’t be needing those,” Ashley toyed. She took him by the shoulders and rolled to overtake him, pressing him onto his back so that she could straddle on top of him.

“We’re not doing it raw, you know that.”

“Just let your cute little sister take care of everything,” Ashley said as she rose up, letting the blanket be discarded off of her shoulders like the sea breaking from a rising mermaid.

She marveled at his naked form beneath her, entirely all too pleased with how they had been sleeping together with less and less clothing until finally, they didn’t bother anymore; first, it had been her who was comfortable with it, and Andrew quickly followed suit. His arms were spread out as he used them to support his weight, they were thin but not gaunt which highlighted all of the subtle hints of musculature that ran down his upper and forearm like candy. His chest was wide but not entirely full which exposed his ribs to be counted when he inhaled, it was like a game to be played to track them all before the timer reset. His core presented the thin lines of his abs that were revealed more because there was simply not enough fat to hide them and his skin was snuggly fitted around his waist and accentuated his pelvis in a way that made Ashley drool.

Ashley placed her hands on top of her own generous chest, proud at the fact at how fit and perky they sat on her and even more so because Andrew liked it. With a soft dragging motion, she pressed the swell of her tits together and sank her fingers ever so playfully into the doughy fat to just suggest little shadows of depth to drag Andrew’s eyes to where she wanted him to look and excite his imagination. Her eyes flickered down to watch Andrew’s cock rising to full mast at her show with a little bead of promising pre-cum that winked at her.

She sank her body low, placing her lips squarely at the tip of his dick for a kiss before swiping her tongue out to lap at his tasty treat. Ashley reveled in hearing him hum in approval and it was especially gratifying after how long it took for her to train him to be more vocal during sex. With her hands full of her own breasts, she pulled them apart and wrapped them around Andrew’s full shaft, enclosing around the heated rod with the cream of her own milky flesh.

Andrew bit his knuckle as he looked down and moaned at the new sensations that greeted him. It was entirely different from the wet, hot intensity of Ashley’s inviting mouth or convulsing pussy as he had so often indulged himself in. He was now encased in the impossibly soft excess of his sister that morphed around him rather than his rearranging of her insides as he took her.

Ashley pressed her tits tight together, adding pressure to the suppleness of her breasts causing it to spill out where it could as she began to drag her tits up and down against Andrew’s cock. She began to rock her body back and forth to add even more momentum to the soft friction that she was sure to lavish Andrew in as her entire body was set to the task of delivering him whatever pleasure he so wanted. All the while, she watched as the head of his cock winked in and out of existence, swallowed by her tits as they rose and fell like the tide, completely engulfing her brother before revealing it once more. His cock head became messy and wet, smearing stains of his pre-cum against the skin of her breasts that were shoved up into her face as she looked down, transfixed at the sight that she was helping craft. The smell bloomed like a field of flowers greeting the rising dawn and she ventured her tongue out for a taste, twirling around the tip of Andrew’s engorged dick that sent even more shocks of delight through his body and up his spine.

Andrew bucked beneath the heavy onslaught of Ashley’s fat tits as she massaged and milked him up and down. His hips thrust unconsciously upward as he chased the feeling, turning the tit job into an honest breast fucking. He reached down for his sister’s shoulders, something for him to hang on to as he humped into her and ground his searing heat into the pliable mass of her that she laid out for him to dive into like a swimming pool.

With a lurching groan, Andrew rasped his pleasures and Ashley took it for signs of encouragement. Instead of responding, she dove down between the pressed cushions of her breasts and took Andrew’s cock into her mouth, bobbing her head up and down amid her generous flesh now at either side of her head, sucking and lapping at him with reckless glee, determined to flood him with pleasure as he hurtled off the edge.

Andrew gasped and his vision blurred with starry fuzz, feeling the new sensation rock upwards as all his muscles and energy felt like it traveled to the seam where his cock met the rest of his body before being channeled upward and outward by the dutiful milking of Ashley. She opened her mouth and lolled out her tongue as she pulled back, taking rope after rope that messily spurted out of his twitching and convulsing member that shuddered between her held breasts. Some landed across her tongue, some missed the mark just slightly as it slapped her over or under the lips, but some of the most powerful strokes of his pumping cock shot up and splattered across her face at her forehead and dripped at the edges of her hair, the rest fell between the pressed crease of her breasts forming a healthy, creamy pool.

Andrew looked down as his sight began to return to him. Ashley continued to milk him for what little orgasmic tingles still resided within his dick, coaxing them out with love and determination to add to the warm white spunk that decorated her cleavage. He let out something between a sigh and a laugh as his hard grip around her shoulders softened and he took her by the back of the head, rubbing encouraging circles into her as he rode the final waves of his orgasm, the anxieties momentarily shot out of him in the form of liquid love, hot and heavy, beginning to cool in the midnight air shared between them.

“Wow,” Ashley chuckled as she peeled herself back to marvel at the creamy facial she had just been gifted. Her hands sculpted and juggled around the swell of her tits as she gathered Andrew’s cum between her fingers and smeared that which she couldn’t hold on her digits against her skin, almost buzzing and alight with pleasure. “You should have told me that you were so backed up. I would have helped sooner,” she said as she lapped at her lips to gather what was easily still within reach to savor the rich flavor of his orgasm. Her lungs filled with a deep drink of refreshing air as she recomposed herself, biting her lip down in a haze of desire and tease. “Honestly, it’s a little impressive with how much you fuck me each night.”

Ashley toyed between three different things at once as she ground her hips back and forth in a slow, seductive roll, with Andrew beneath her, her own breasts in her hands, and her brother’s emotions that were rising up to the surface. There were some things that even she had to confront in her own feelings. To poke and prod at Andrew was always an easy thing, something that had evolved and taken on a new life ever since that fateful night, but something else had changed with it; like a caterpillar easing into a cocoon and metamorphosing into something almost entirely unrecognizable.

Before, the debauched, carnal dance was just a thing to be done; it was something to be traded for, used as a currency to get something that you wanted from someone else, it was more a matter of fact than a flight of passion.  It was something done to confirm one’s love in a person but that had always seemed more like an afterthought or maybe it existed like a task on a list of chores that just needed to be checked off, like you do this thing in order to prove that you still loved someone. Every time she had looked at their parent’s bed, she knew intrinsically that it was the place where they had sex, it’s how he and she both came to be; sex was a display of faith and loyalty. She never really understood how high or how hot the passions ran while in the act itself, the thought occurred to her but it had never made sense.

Until now.

Andrew made her feel good. More than good, even. It was a unique kind of good where both her body and soul were absolutely gushing that transcended anything normal or mundane. It was special in a way that she couldn’t put into words but it soothed something inside of her and, recently, it had made her realize that she wanted more. From the very first time that they had connected, she had gone from completely inexperienced with the act outside of theory to skipping over simply enjoying the taste of Andrew’s lips on hers directly to needing it and actively chasing it. Her body hungered for the sensation of being spread wide and filled and some deep part of her brain sparkled at the faint memories of being filled with hot, sloshing cum buried deep past her cervix. Andrew had been responsible for her sexual awakening, one that taught her it was more than just a thing to do.

“You sure run your mouth a lot for someone who cums so quick,” Andrew bit back at her. He pushed himself off from his back, hiding the little wobble of his arms as he supported his own weight. There was no way in Hell that he would take this lying down, not literally, not proverbially.

Ashley grinned as she crawled forward, almost slithering up the length of Andrew’s chest as she straddled either side of him. “More like I think that it’s high time for me to get some loving back. And seeing how your little guy is all tuckered out, I think I found a nice new seat to treat me the way I deserve.”

“You know, I liked you a lot better when you were begging for my dick. Where’d that Ashley go? You were more fun when you were all needy and weren’t all about this ‘quid pro quo’ shit,” Andrew smirked as he watched Ashley position herself right over the top of his head. Her snatch dripped and her slick flowed out of her like a juicy web with her slit at its center.

Ashley sat her weight down onto her brother with no mercy, muffling and shutting him up in an instant. “Oh no, Latin? Don’t you know, I’m the only one in this family allowed to summon demons. I’d better shut you up for your own good,” she gasped as she felt the edges of her lips tug into a smile that she couldn’t stop. Her slobbering pussy lips spread wide apart by her fingers as she slotted it against his mouth.

Andrew would laugh if he could as his vision went dark and his face was smothered by the fluffy marshmallow meat of his sister’s legs. He arched his back in a faux escape attempt to throw Ashley off of him, his hands wrapped around her thighs but instead of pushing her away, he pulled them tighter around the sides of his head. Burying his tongue into the hot cavity of his sister, her cunt was like a ripe fruit, sweet and bursting with flavor and juices. He enjoyed it more than he probably should have, to touch her, to own her, to be the one that she relied on, to be the one that made her happy was his purpose in life, it fulfilled him and satisfied him like a mission appointed to him by God; on top of it all, he knew that he had always wanted her in more ways than one, struggling and wrestling with those thoughts and shoved back into the far-flung corners of his mind where he kept all the thoughts that he wished that he didn’t have. Except he didn’t need to pretend anymore. He loved her.

Ashley rode Andrew’s face, her fingers tugging her wide open pussy lips like the petals of a flower that decorated the beautiful, deep core that had turned all puffy from his lapping and worship. She turned her attention to grabbing at his hair, he loved to play with hers so much that she figured that now was her turn. She hung onto it like tufts of turf or the reins of a horse as she used it to buck her hips madly against, humping a sharp rhythm against his face as she spilled out in a messy spray. Her hips hopped up and down and ground for the savory friction that would give her that explosive release. Her back hunched as she tried to focus everything down onto the singular pleasure that was emanating out of her core like waves of heat and shocks of jaw-clenching joy as she felt Andrew’s tongue lick, lash, and flick against the interiors of her walls and his nose buried against her exposed clit. All the while, she moaned and whimpered through a drunken smile as she sheathed Andrew in the crushing harness of her legs.

Andrew attempted to snake a hand from around the clasp that he held his sister’s thighs in and slid it toward her quivering snatch, the muscles were sucking at his tongue like it might somehow give it the cum it wanted so insatiably. He pressed the pad of his finger against the base of her pussy, against the tight little corner where most of her ooze had collected before dripping and smearing against their skin, and he let Ashley sink onto it before pushing upwards to meet her falling thrust. She groaned as she tried to seal her lips closed at the new entreaty and then almost screamed as Andrew unlatched his lips from her groin and took the entirety of her clit into his mouth, sucking and lashing at the erect pebble with his mouth and tongue, all the while fingering her to oblivion and back.

Ashley’s head throttled backward as her hips slammed fully down onto Andrew’s face, her humping and grinding turning into intense thrusting that seemed to somehow only go down and not up, as if she were trying to drive herself deeper and deeper against his head without taking the time to pull back up. Ashley felt electric euphoria rush and ripple across her skin as her body pulled against itself tight and it all came gushing out. The waves of feedback from her pussy exploded out in every direction and ricocheted from inside her skin only to pound back with destructive force centered around her cunt that spasmed and wept tears of joy as she felt her body beginning to lose that telltale sign of control. She felt as if holes were opening up inside of her that she didn’t know existed and her cum came gushing out with all the force of a dam breaking to flood the poor villages below.

Ashley gasped as her back arched, heavy jets streamed out of her pussy that felt like punches of pleasure that tore through her body and out of her quim as she forcefully came wave after wave onto her brother’s face. His chin was the first to be slapped by the pressure, where he pulled back and opened his mouth to catch what he could on his tongue and into his mouth before it quickly began to overwhelm him as her hips continued to buck in time with the orgasmic shudders that rocked through her until she began to come down from her high and her body seemed to finally release its contractions on itself.

Andrew finally sat up, pushing Ashley onto her back in a swift reversal of their positions. His face was utterly drenched, the front of his hair glistened from the flood he had just withstood and he smiled. Ashley’s brain which was flickering in and out of existence managed to comprehend even that as she smiled and her chest heaved as she fought for breath. He looked good like that. “God damn, you’re messy.”

“One dirty facial for one dirty facial, now that’s just fair,” Ashley somehow managed to say as she tried to regulate the pace of her breathing, trying to fight for some semblance of control and not look like she had just cum her brains out like Andrew had predicted she would.

Andrew chuckled as she lay with her rump squarely squished against his chest and her back cradled in his legs. He began trying to escape out from under her so he could get on all fours and begin to lovingly lap and lick at all of her squirt that had made a mess of her legs; there were no thick rivulets of oozy, drippy lust, instead, it was just a sleek sheen of slick that had sloppily made a mess and he was only far too proud to have had a hand and a mouth and a tongue in it.

Ashley hummed appreciatively and giggled at how responsive Andrew was when it came to aftercare, even if she had previously felt the barest hints of a hard-on from beneath her ass as he crawled out from under her that promised that there would be even more cumming in her very immediate future. Her hands grabbed at Andrew’s head so she could guide and pet him as little shivers still ran through her body when he struck the right place, it felt like her entire lower half had turned into one big, numb erogenous zone. “How are you feeling?” she managed through labored breaths.

“What kind of question is that?” Andrew asked bemused, looking up as he continued to dutifully clean the undersides of her thigh.

“I meant your sleep! Your nightmare!”
Andrew blinked slowly, “Did I tell you about that?”

“Did I tell you about that?” Ashley repeated back to him in a sing-song mockery of Andrew’s voice. “You don’t have to tell me, I just know. Because I’m a very good little sister that you’re very lucky to ha- ah!”

“Mhm, and I’m the lucky one?” Andrew smirked as he struck a bundle of nerves like lightning with a kiss.

“Answer the question!”

Andrew laughed, a full one, one with his chest and it sounded like life delivered on a tray delivered from a warm oven filled with freshly baked bread. He looked at Ashley in her eyes and his smile was one of contentment. “Yeah. I’m feeling a lot better. Thank you.”

“You know you can rely on me sometimes.”

And there was the rub. Or at least, there used to be. Back before, it was true, that Ashley had relied on him for everything, she wanted to rely on him for everything, pushed him in every direction and he had gone along with it. She was the motivator but he was the action. But both of them had begun to change. Not necessarily into upstanding citizens, but into people who were responsible for the other and reliable to take care of them. Andrew had always filled the role of caretaker, and in her own, weird, way, Ashley was trying to step into her role as one too. Or maybe she already had been doing so from the beginning and he just couldn’t see it. But there it was, said out in the open. Codependent on each other? Sure. But cooperatively? It was a nice, new idea to try.

“Yeah? I think I might just start taking you up on that,” Andrew said.

“And I can start with Andrew Jr. down there,” Ashley bit her lip through a smile and her eyes smoldered.

“You’d like that wouldn’t you?”

“Raw?”

“No.”

“Oh come on!”

Notes:
Past me: What if, for the last week of my November challenge, I wrote twin capstone pieces for my companion works? That sounds like a great idea. c:
Me now: That was not a good idea. >:l

Originally, this work was going to be three short vignettes, but I decided that it was more emotionally impactful to combine the thematic elements of all three into one; that being the relaxing of Andrew’s role as the sole caregiver in the relationship, Ashley coming to terms with her own sexual awakening, and the evening out of their relationship. It’s not healthy, by anyways, means, shape, or form. And our dear author Nemlei has made that entirely clear across all of their works: the “happiest” endings are usually the worst. This is, problematically, a subversion of that, not fully, but most certainly it disrespects that premise. This work salvages what it can from what is truly an unsalvageable wreck of a dynamic between our siblings. At the end of it all, it’s a guilty pleasure.

And so here we are! At the end of it all, 6 weeks later and some 47 thousand words richer (poorer?) for it! This has been an incredibly rewarding journey to go on, I’m glad that I did it and I’m more proud at how far I’ve gotten and honored at the reception that I have received. I set the rules for myself for these 6 weeks, from the end of October to the beginning of December and I managed to stay loyal to them all! I’m proud of what I’ve managed to accomplish and I’m even more happy at being able to read all of your comments and responses that have made the entire process so much more rewarding than I had ever thought was possible.
And especially, special thanks to theic3r, who has left amazing comments on my works and we get to just gush out literature, even the debauched literature.
I’m planning on taking a (what I like to think) is a deserved break from the pace I’ve been on; the first four weeks of this project were easy enough, but the stress of weekly deadlines has really been building up to me where most of my free time is spent thinking about my writing, thinking about how I’m not doing it, feeling guilty about it, and staring at the blank pages trying to get something down. That doesn’t mean that I’ll be gone forever, however! I have another fic plan cooked up and I am planning on doing this again next year, probably around October because I have learned that’s a thing. So I still intend to upload every now and then, but at a more leisurely pace.
But for now, in the immortal words of George Washington, who certainly is not turning in his grave at being quoted in the afterwards of, basically, porn, “I’m tired and I want to go home.” I’m gonna go take a nap.